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"Remember my words," he said, "Three weeks after we start
bombing England, England will have to give in."
I remember his words.
"He told you, didn't he?11 said Joe.
There came a little episode to prove that Joe's new anti-English
attitude was only skin deep. It was the same with others. One
morning, when I went into the bar to take up my salesman position
on a bar-stool, he received me with a white face and in a small,
trembling voice said: "It's all finished. We're lost." "What do you
mean?" "The Germans have landed in London, It's taken. All is
lost." "Rubbish." It was, but Joe's white lace was genuine. I asked
for an explanation and he had to admit that the news had shaken him.
I know now, what lie didn't know, that his real self was still
hoping in secret that England wouldn't be defeated.
I met one evening three parachutist officers.   The Germans call
them Falhchlrmjager.   They were from Berlin, the three of them.
Very young they were.   They were at pains to explain to Joe and
me that a parachutist was a fine soldier; the bravest at any rate.   The
conversation drifted on to the Italians, wliose communiques were
becoming jokes.   (One Italian communique said that Italian aircraft
had bombed an English cargo boat in the Red Sea, forcing her to
escape.)   They thought the Italians were huge jokes.   By German
standards perhaps they ai*e.   To me they always seemed a kind,
cheery,  peace-loving  nation.    One of them said that after all
the spectacular bombing of Malta a  German observation plane
flew over  the  island.     Perhaps,   were  his  words,   the  Italians
killed a rabbit,  but our pilot couldn't see it.   They talked like
that,  and  once  one  of them  said,   "Meinc Hcrrcn,  you  seem to
forget  the  Gestapo!"    They  thought  that riotously funny,   and
laughed.   Whereupon I asked them what the Gestapo really was.
They weren't explicit about it, but it appeared that in the Army and
the Luftwaffe the Gestapo wasn't popular.   They worshipped the
Fiihrer as the head of the Army and the nation.  But for the Gestapo
and other non-army organizations they had no time.   The S.S, was
included.   Goering they loved.  He was a great man,  For Goebbels
they had only contempt.  They were of the opinion that the invasion
of England would chiefly rest on the shoulders of the Fallschirmjager.
It would start soon. Before they left, one of them most emphatically
declared that we shouldn't look upon them as on murderers, for
they were brave soldiers.  They never came again, though they said
they would.   I hope they did try to land in England and had met a
brave soldier's end.